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the drink, told her husband she fancied the gentle-
man was a traveller, and that he would be glad to eat
a bit. Trulliber bid her hold her impertinent tongue;
and asked her if parsons used to travel without horses,
adding, he supposed the gentleman had none by his
having no boots on. " Yes, Sir, yes," says Adams,
" I have a horse, but I have left him behind me." " I
am glad to hear you have one," says Trulliber; "for
I assure you I don't love to see clergymen on foot; it
is not seemly nor suiting the dignity of the cloth."
Here Trulliber made a long oration on the dignity of
the cloth (or rather gown) not much worth relating,
till his wife had spread the table and set a mess of por-
ridge on it for his breakfast. He then said to Adams,
" I don't know, Friend, how you came to caale on me;
however, as you are here, if you think proper to eat a
morsel, you may."
Adams accepted the invitation, and the two parsons
sat down together, Mrs. Trulliber waiting behind her
husband's chair, as was, it seems, her custom. Trulliber
ate heartily, but scarce put any thing in his mouth
without finding fault with his wife's cookery. All which
the poor woman bore patiently. Indeed, she was so
absolute an admirer of her husband's greatness and
importance, of which she had frequent hints from his
own mouth, that she almost carried her adoration to
an opinion of his infallibility. To say the truth, the
parson had exercised her more ways than one; and
the pious woman had been so well edified by her hus-
band's sermons that she had resolved to receive the
bad things of this world together with the good* She